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The Tragedie 

He needs noindireft nor lawful! courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him, 
i , Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring,braue P&ntagenet, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee. 

Cla. My brothers 1 ue,theDeuill,and my rage, 

1, Thy brothers loue, thcDeuill, and thy fault? 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla . Oh, if you loue brother, hatenot me, 

] am his brother, and 1 loue him well : 

If you be hirdefor need 5 g‘oebacke againe, 

>4nd i will lend you to my brother Glocelfer, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death. 

2 . You aredeceiu’d,your brother Glocefter hates you. 

Cla. Oh no, he loues-meand he holds. me deare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him)when that oar Princely father Yorke, 

Blcft his three fonnes with his victorious at me: 

^4nd chargd vs from hisfbule to loue each other, * 

He little thought of this diuided friendfliip. 

Bid Gloceiier thinke on this, and he will weepe. 

Am, I, mil Hones, as he leffoned vs to weepe. 

Cla.O, doe not Hander him for he is kind. . 

1 , Right, as fnow in harueft.thou deceiuft thy felfe, 

Tis he that fent vs hithernow to murther thee, 

Cla. It cannot be : for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

2 . Why fo he doth , now he deliuers thee 

From this worlds thraldome : to theioyes ofheauen. 
i . Make peace with God, for you muff die my Lord. 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

Tocounfell me fo make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo blind, 

That thou wilt war with God for murtheringme l 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 

To doe this deede, will hate you for this deed e» • 
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Be fiabs him . 


2 . What (ball we doe. 1 
Cla. Relent, and faue your ioules. 

i. Relent, tis cowardly, and womanilh. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,lauagc,and diuelilm 
My friend, I Ipie fome pittie in your iookes ; 

Oh it thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me: 

A begging Prince, what -begger pitties not ? 

1 . 1 thus, and thus ; if this will not ferue. 

He chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome, 

2. A bloodie deede,and defprately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wadi my hand, 

Ofthismoft grieuous guiltie murder done. 

i. Why doeft thou nothelpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke (hall know how llacke thou art. 

a.Iwouid he knew that 1 hadjaued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what Ifay, 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit, 

i. So do not I. goe coward as thou Srt. 

Now mult I liide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the'Dukc take order forhisburiall: 

And when I haue my meed I mud away, 

Fotthis willout,and herelmuftnotftay. Exeunt, 

Enter King , ^oeene^HaftingslRiuers^c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke, 

You pecres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expeCt an Embaflagc 
From my Redcemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule Ihall part. to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Dillfemblenot your hatred,fweareyourloue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrona grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hears loue, 

Ha(l, So thriue Iasi fweare the like. 

_ /Cyg.Take heedeyou dally not before your King, 

Leaf! he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
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